oncg more to the conditions she had Iain down for their
marriage, gently reproaching him for arguing like a
child (it hurt her to have to say it) when she wanted to
see him arguing like a man. When the day came she
would inform her mother, since she was anxious not
to deceive anyone any more, neither him nor anyone
else: she would openly pack her dresses, her linen, all
that she might require for a journey, and set out to
join him.
"That Is my plan. I have thought about it for a
long time."
But this new project, instead of opening new vistas
before him, as she had imagined, only threw a revealing
light upon herself. Eeality for her would never be more
than a spring-board from which she precipitated her-
self into fantasy. Who loves more truly, lie wondered,
she who mingles such reservations with her passion,
or the sentimental little work-girl who tells her
mother she is on night-shift so that she can be with
the man whom, at any rate for a moment, she believes
she loves ?
For the third time night came round. He sat down to
his supper. His landlady moved about the room. She
spoke to him; he answered. At last, after placing a
little plate of fruit before him, she left him to himself.
Never had solitude seemed so frightful. In his misery
he could only endure from moment to moment, and
all around seemed only a dark and friendless void. He
remembered the girl who had dried de Musset's tears
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